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The Martian had o nice idea — |usf moke himself m 
god fo the Venusian%. Very clever— >buf if backfired! 







Illustrated by Orban 




PORS ROK, the Martian, was a 
believer in the adage that a re- 
hgious people is the easiest to gov- 
ern. He knew that it had proven true 
on his own planet, where it had once 
been necessary to wipe out a whole na- 
tion of atheists in order to prevent them 
from spreading dissatisfatcion among 
their neighbors. He knew, too, that it 
had been true upon Earth, where a be- 
lief in *'the divine right of kings" had 
helped keep subjects to he^I until practi- 
cally modern times. In addition to this, 

he knew that the Venusians were a 
highly religious people, setting great 
store by their local gods. So in the cus- 
tom of all Martians, he l>egan to asso- 
ciate these thoughts ; and they gave him 
an idea. 

Accordingly he took one of his lieu- 
tenants and a ^■:nla^ party of escorts, aTid 
went to visit the tribe of Blue People 
who lived on the free land between the 
Terrestrian and Martian settlements. 

The P»lue People received him and his 
party with much politeness ; for although 
they were nominally under the protection 
of the Terrestrians, they knew from past 
exi)ericnce that the Martians were a very 
definite force to be reckoned with. After 

gifts had been exchanged, the feast of 
guests — ^customary among the Blue Peo- 
ple — partaken of, and much flattery 
wasted on both sides, Spors got down to 
business. 

**0 Chief," he began, addressing Am- 



bella, who was the ruler of this particulaf 
tribe of Blue People, **you are a mighty 

k* f$ 

mg. 

''My brother from the Red Star speaks 
but the truth," said Ambella, knowing 
very well that he lied. 

"But," continued Spore, **with the 
proper guidance, you might easily be- 
come an even greater king." 

**How?*' inquired Ambella with the 
directness of his kind. 

"Since before the coming of either 
the men from the Green Star or those 
from the Red Star," the Alartian went 
on, "your people liave worshiped the god 
Lain, who sits in the form of a stone 
image in your temple. Now Lalu did 
well enough in liis way, for all people 
must worship something ; but he is not 
a real god, and, therefore, cannot make 
you a powerful king." 



"Now may Lalu pardon you, my red 
brother !" gasped the scandalized Am- 
bella, devoutly making the sign of an 
egg, which on Venus as on Earth is 
the symbol of life, and consequently of 
God. "Surely you have spoken that 
which you cannot mean ; for no man 
would speak against the great god Lalu 
for fear his tongue would be turned into 
a little snake, and sting him to death !** 

But the Martian only smiled. "When 
I said that Lalu was not a true god, I 
meant it," he declared. "What has he 
ever done to prove to you his divinity ?" 

"He has kept me and my people fed 
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when the crops of our neighbors failed." 
That/' replied the wily Spors, "was 
the result of your own cleverness and 
industry, and not the gift of Lalu, And 
now, because you are so clever, I am 
going to tell you a great secret." 

He leaned toward the Venusian and 
spoke impressively. 

We, the people of Mars, are the true 
gods. Worsiiip and obey us, and you 
shall become all-powerful." 

Ambella*s china-blue eyes grew 
round, and his indigo eyebrows arched 
in questioning incredulity. 

But . . . but/' he stamnTcrcd, "you 
are a man like me. How can you be a 
god?" 

Spors smiled thinly. "Did you ever/' 
he inquired, "see a dead Martian?" 

Ambclla had to admit that he had not ; 
for it is a custom of the Martians when 
colonizing another planet never to let 
the death of any of their numbers become 
known. , 

"But," added the Venusian chief, who 
was not altogether a fool, "neither have 
I ever seen my maternal grandfather, 
yet T know that I must have had one." 

Spors had been expecting something 
like this, but he pretended to be angry. 
"Graceless, one," he said, "I should pun- 
ish you by leaving you to the mercy of 
the Terrestrians, who will one day eat 
you up. But I like your spirit; so in- 
stead I will prove to you that what I 
^sa}* is true, and give you an opportunity 
to worship us Martians, and so become 
great/* 

**How?" again asked the practical 
nunded x\mbclla. 

"By demonstrating that Lalu can be 
destroyed, while we Martians cannot," 
answered Spors. "Come to the Temple 
of Lalu at midday tomorrow, and you 
shall see that which will prove to you 
who is God." 



THE following midday found tlie stone 
temple on the edge of the village packed 
to the doors, for the news of the Mar- 



tian's boast had spread like wildfire. 
The Blue People are a highly imaginative 
race : and on this occasion manv of them 
had traveled as far as a hundred miles 
with the firm expectation of seeing the 
blasphemous Spors and his companions 
blasted into atoms by the outraged Lalu. 
When it was physically impossible for 
another person to be crowded into the 
temple, Spors rose and mounted into 
the triangular holy place usually sacred 
to Ambella, who as chief was also high 
priest. 

"Oh. my brothers," he began in a tone 
that filled the great hall, "it was once 
said by a great philosopher of the Ter- 
restrians that when the half gods go, the 
gods arrive. And it is a true saying, as 
I w'ill show you presently. For when 
I have cast down Lalu, you will realize 
that I am indeed the true god, and have 
come from my home in the Red Star 
to rule over you and lead you to great- 
ness." 

He paused to observe the effect of his 
words. On more than half of the faces 
before him was a look of pious horror, 
while upon others was an impatient ques- 
tioning that Lalu did not squelch hita 
at once, and have done with it. Some 
few^ made a threatening move toward 
him, but were held in check by the very 
enormity of his blasphemy. 

"And now," Spors got down to busi- 
ness at once ; for with a Venusian crowd 
it is useless to waste time and words 
in elaboration of details, "I will take my 
little tube that makes good -by forever, 
and show you that Lalu, whom you have 
believed to be indestructible, can be de- 
stroyed." 

He un slung his ray -gun ; and while 
the spellbound populace looked on, 
leveled it at the stone image. There was 
a blinding flash as he released the power 

and the two-ton Lalu, together with a 
section of the rear wall, floated lithe- 
some ly upon the noonday air in the forni 
of a fine gray dust. 

There was a gasp of horror from the 
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audience, and some three thousand Blue 
People turned a pale shade of forget-me- 
not. 

Spors waited until the excitement had 
abated somewhat; then he spoke again. 

"Behold/* said he, "I have destroyed 
the stone image, Lain, Could I have 
done this if he were indeed a god ? Can 
a god die, or be destroyed ?" 

A timid and reluctant, **No," was 



breathed by the more venturesome spirits 
present. 

"Then by the same sign," shouted the 
Martian opportum'st, **behold proof of 
my own godship!" 

Turning the ray-gun upon himself, he 
released the powder. ^ 

For the space of a full minute he stood 
bathed from his shoulders down in the 
blinding white light — and nothing hap- 
pened ! 

"Beholding the miracle, his audience 
swayed dizzily, and seemed about to faint 
en masse. Then Ambella, like a man 
hyponized, came forward from his place 
in the front ranks, and knelt at the Mar- 
tian's feet. 

'*You are God," he said humbly. "I 
and my people acknowledge it.*' 

Spors smiled patronizingly. He found 
it unnecessary to explain that his gar- 
ments were made of the new, clothlike 
mineral, etherium,^ the only substance 
known that is able to resist the destruc- 
tive power of the disintegrating ray. 




** Commander Fox 
remarked to his fellow officers at the 
Terrestrian colony, *'has got into the 
BUie People, During the past two or 
three weeks, they've canceled all their 
trading agreements wuth us, and have 
even forbidden our people to travel 
across their territory. I'm afraid they're 
getting ready for some kind of mis- 
chief.** 

Subcommander O'Connell looked up 

with interest. **Ye might let me sail 
over them with the little rocket plane 
and drop a few itch bombs/* he sug- 



gested helpfully. "Sure an' that would 
keep them so busy for a while, they 
wouldn't have time to be thinkiu' up 
any devilment.'* 

Fox smiled, but shook his head. "Fm 
afraid that wouldn't do, Pat,'* he said. 
"Mars is just waiting for such a move 
on our part to charge us with mistreating 
our protectorate. If they could work up 
any kind of case against us, they might 
induce the interplanetary court to make 
them the guardians of the Blue People 
instead of us; and that's what they've 
been after ever since the colonization of 
Venus was begun/' 

**Maybe," suggested Subcommander 
Schneider, "it would be a good idea to 
drop some itch bombs on the ^lartians ; 
hein?" 

"I wish T could,'* Fox admitted. 

But until some definite move was 
made either by the Blue People them- 
selves or by the Martians, who were un- 
questionably behind them, it was im- 
possible for Fox and his little company 
of Terrestrian s to do anything without 
becoming technically the aggressors, and 
so placing themselves in the wrong. 

Meanwhile the thinly veiled hostility 
of the Blue People grew stronger and 
stronger. Occasionally there floated 
through the tangled, tropical jungle be- 
yond which they dwelt rumors of a great 
religious revival around a new and 
powerful god ; but there was never any- 
thing definite. 

Schneider sniffed disdainfully when he 
heard about it. "Religion!** he ex- 
claimed in disgust. "Bah ! It is a nui- 
sance ! Will people never learn better ! 

^O'Connell put down the pipe he had 
been smoking. "Go away with your 
atheism!" he commanded. "Ye may 
admit that ye have no soul yourself if 
ye like, but ye'needn*t think we're all 
as benighted as you are. 

"I'd like to get a look at this new 
god/* Fox remarked. "I believe that 
if we could learn more about him, we 
might understand what's going on.*' 
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"Did ye know/' asked O'Conntll with 
seeming irrelevance, **that the Blue Peo- 
ple are turning over to the Martians all 
the radium ore that they used to sell to 
us? 



"Are you sure of that?" Fox asked 
quickly. "I thought the Martians had 
refused to pay the Bhie People their 
price." 

"Whether they pay the price or not," 
O'Connell answered tersely, "they're 
getting all the ore and everything else 
worth havin* in the Blue People's terri- 
tory." 

Fox was silent for several minutes; 
then : 

* 

"I suppose ril have to fly over to 
A micella's village and see what's going 
on there," he decided. "If the Martians 
have begun to interfere with our trade 
treaties, sonietliing will have to be done 
about it." 



BUT that particular visit was destined 
never to be made. On the very morn- 
ing that he had planned to start. Fox 
was stricken with an attack of Venusian 
fever, which, while it is not an especially 
dangerous disease, makes him who has 
it believe that he is a winged lizard, and 
attempts to fly. Consequently, he is not 
in a condition to carry on negotiations 
that may be of interplanetary importance. 

"I'll have to send one of you fellows 
in my place," he said when he realized 
that the fever was upon him. "I'm liable 
to be down with this confounded idiocy 
for a good two weeks; and there's no 
telling what might happen In that time." 

"Pll go," O'Connell offered. "If it's 
a good lesson those blue divils are need- 
in*, sure an' Tin the man to give it to 
them." 

But Fox shook his head. "That's just 
what you're not, Pat," he declared. "Ap- 
parently the Blue People already have a 
chip on their shoulders. If you go over 
there now and start laying down the 
law, they'll go howling to the Martians 
in protest ; and that's the very thing we 

AST--8 



want to avoid. We must find out what 
the trouble is without antagonizing 
them." He turned to Schneider. "Do 
you think you can handle them, Adolf?" 

he asked. 

"I'll try," Schneider promised. "What 
is it I should tell them?" 

Fox considered. "Better not tell them 
anything definite," he decided. "Just 
try to furnish them with some new in- 
terest to keep them occupied until I can 
get to them." 

"But see that ye keep your tongue 
away from the subject of atheism," 
O'Connell advised, "or ye'll be gettin' 
us all murdered." 



iirf 



"Yes," Fox agreed with a faint smile. 
Fm afraid it wouldn't be a very diplo- 
matic subject, under the circumstances." 

That afternoon, Schneider set off in 
the small rocket plane for ^he village of 
Ambella. By that time Fox, in whom 
the fever had developed rapidly, was at- 
tempting to make short flights from his 
bunk to the table, and had to be re- 
strained forcibly by O'Connell. 

For the next ten days, the commander 
of the Terrestrian outpost was a very 
sick man; and his second had "his hands 
so full with him that he had little time 
to think of his brother officer and his 
good-will visit to the Blue People. It 
was not until the morning of his fifteenth 
day, when Fox sat up in his bunk and 
with his first lucid breath demanded 
news of Schneider, that O'Connell sud- 
denly realized that there had been no 
word from him. 

"No word?" Fox repeated. "I don't 
like that." 

"I don't meself, now that ye mention 
it," O'Connell admitted uneasily. 
"There's no radio in the plane, but he 
took along four carrier pigeons. He 
could have let us know something, 
surely." 

"Has there been any word of the Blue 
People ?" 

O'Connell shook his head. "What- 
ever they're up to, they're keepin* it to 



116 



ASTOUNDING SCIENCE-FICTION 



themselves,** he repHed. "Even the Mar- 
tians aren't doin* business with them 
any more, 'cordin* to two of our traders, 
who stopj>ed here a few days ago." 

Fox frowned. "That sounds bad," he 
declared, "Get the large rocket-plane 
ready to travel at once. We're going 
after Schneider." 



"But ye're not fit to travel yet, sir," 
O'Connell protested. "Let me — " 

But Fox waved aside his objections. 
"Fm fit enough," he interrupted impa- 
tiently, "Do as I tell you. There's no 
time to lose," 

In spite of all 0*Conneirs protests, the 
slim, gray form of the rocket-plane was 
wheeled out of her hanger, and Fox, still 
pale and a trifle shaky from his recent 
ilhiess, got aboard her with his sub-com- 
niander. From her top. just below the 
long, finlike blades of her autogyro pro- 
peller, which she used when flying within 
the planet*s atmosphere, jutted the 
ominous black muzzle of a newly 
mounted disintegrating ray-gun. Fox 
was going prepared for trouble. 

Under O^Connell's controlling hand, 
the blades of the propeller whirred into 
a blurred vortex, and the rocket-plane 
rose almost vertically into the air; then 
darted off toward the east, flying high in 
order to clear the saw-toothed mountain 
range that separated the lands of the 
Terrestrian colony from the jungle-cov- 
ered freelands, beyond which was the 
native village of Ambella and his tribe 
of Blue People. 

Chice they had crossed the mountains 
with their deep, unexplored caves where 
dwelt the flying lizards — creatures half 
bat, half salamander, with a wing-spread 
of nearly four feet — 0*Connell dropped 
the plane until they were almost skim- 
ming the saffron colored tops of the lush 
jungle trees. There was just a chance, 
he pointed out, that Schneider had never 
reached the village of the Blue People 
at all, but had been forced down some- 
where en route. If this was the case, 
there was, of course, little hope of find- in a double circle around a large central 



ing him alive ; since he would either 
have lost his way in the dcii^e jungle, 
whose rapidly growing vegetation made 
it impossible for any path cut through 
it to exist for more than twenty or thirty 
hours; or he would have fallen prey to 
some one of the strange creatures of 
Venus, most of which displayed a re- 
markably unpleasant ingenuity in their 
methods of destroying whatever living 
thing they encountered. 

There was, for example, the animal 
resembling an oversized anteater, whose 
favorite diet consisted of brains, prefer- 
ably human, which it devoured by drop- 
ping unexpectedly from some tree upon 
the shoulders of its victim, and inserting 
the end of its razor-sharp snout at the 
base of his skull ; or there was the giant 
lizard, hot unlike the Tyrannosaurus of 
the Terrestrial Pleistocene Period, that 
could put an ordinary saber-toothed 
tiger to shame. Or, worse of all, there 
were the "mushroom seeds** ; little blobs 
of whitish matter, half carnal, half 
vegetable, that would fasten their claw- 
like roots into a man's flesh, and deposit 
their spores under his skin before they 
could be shaken oflf. A few hours later, 
a grayish, slimy mold would form over 
all parts of his body, and would grow 
with such rapidity that within two days 
he would become a hideous, walking 
mass of white fungus. Fox had once 
encountered one of these "dough -men/* 
as they were called, and had mercifully 
given him the release of the ray -gun. 



THE PLANE cleared the outer 
fringes of the jungle and crossed the 
broad river, that bounded the lands of 
the Blue People on the west, at the hour 
of siesta; which, because of the semi- 
tropical climate of Venus, with its op- 
pressively midday heat, is observed al- 
most universally throughout the planet. 
Straight ahead, about a mile distant, lay 
the village of Ambella; a collection of 
some two hundred or so rude huts, built 
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clearing. From a spot at the exact mid- his hands alx>ut liis stomach and bowed 



(lie of this clearing, a spiral of lazy smoke 



• « 



was nsmg. 



O'ConncII toiichc<l Fox's arm to draw 
his attention to the smoke. 

**Look, sir/' he said. "Tlicy've been 
having a powwow of some sort. The 
council fire is still smoldering.** 

Fox nodded. **I only hope it doesn't 
mean mischief," he said soberly. *'They 
only hold a Big Fire, as they call it, 
when they are choosing a new chief, con- 
templating war, or trying one of their 
number for some capital offense ; and in 
nny of these cases, we are supposed to 
lye notified first." 



"Perhaps it's only some of their new 
religious rites," O'Connell suggested ; 



but Fox disagreed. 

"In that case, they'd have held it at 
the stone temple over there on the hill," 
he replied. "No, Pat; this was some- 
thing civil. I only hope that Schneider's 
all right," he added half under his 
breath. 

O'Connell set his jaw grimly, and 
headed the plane for the village. He cir- 
cled it once ; then, at Fox*s direction, 
dropped like a plummet into the cleared 
central space, coming to rest beside the 
ashes of the still smoldering fire. 

A series of startled squawks arose 
from the nearest huts; and some twenty- 
five or so hkie heads apjK^ared in the low 
doorways. Fox and O'Connell made no 
sign, hut sat stiffly erect in their plane; 
for, with the people of Venus, to speak 
first on such an occasion is to admit your 
inferiority. 

/Mmosi immediately the heads were 
\vithdrawn again ; then, after a brief 
pause, Ambclla himself appeared at the 
door of the largest hut, and advanced 
slowly toward the plane. He was garbed 
simply but strikingly in the costume that 
he reserved for all important occasions: 
a pair of plaid plus-fours, the tall hat 
of a British grenadier, and a necklace 
made of American safety -match folders 
strung upon a shoe lace. He clasped 



three times in formal greeting; then he 
spoke. 

"The White Fatlier Who Knows All 
is thrice welcome," he said politely. "He 
and his brother do us great honor." 

Thank you, Ambclla," Fox said with- 
out smiling. "And now, -where is my 
other brother, who came to you fifteen 
suns a^?" 

Ambella was all suavity. "He of 
the Three Eyebrows is asleep in his 
house," he replied, using the native name 
for Schneider, whose small mustache was 

4 ^ ^ ' 

a never failing source of wonder to the 
hairless faced Venusians. "I will take 
you to him." 

"No," said Fox, who was not quite 
sure whether the chief was to be trusted 
or not. "You will bring my brother here 
to me — now." • 

"It shall be as my White Father 
wishes," Ambella agreed. He turned to 
one of the Venusian warriors who had 
followed at a distance .and directed that 
Schneider be summoned. 



All 



right 



O'Connell whis- 



so lar, 

pered in English while they waited. 
*' Still, I've a feelin' that Ambella's got 
something up his sleeve." 

"If my White Father is wondering 
why the little birds do not fly," the chief 
put in, sensing that something was anu'ss, 
"let me explain. The sun after He of 
the Three Eyebrows arrived, the Red 
One came to visit my people. He fancied 
the little birds; and one of my warriors, 
not knowing to whom they belonged, 
gave them to him. I was very sorry 
when I learned of it, but then it was 
too late." 

"So Spors Rok has been here!" 
O'Connell exclaimed. "I knew- he was 
behind it all, the red divil !" 

"Quiet," Fox warned. "Here comes 
Schneider. He'll explain." 

SCHNEIDER was approaching in 
company with the two warriors who had 
been sent to fetch him. Ambella and his 
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men tactfully withdrew out of earshot 
in order that the Terrestrians might talk 
together. 

*'Quick, Adolf," Fox demanded, *'what 
are they up to? Have you fctund out 
anything?'* 

Schneider shrugged. **I am not sure, 
he replied guardedly. *They have 
treated me with e\'ery courtesy ; but 
twice since I have been here. Spors Rok 
and his lieutenants have come, and held 
conferences with Ambclla, to. which I 
\\as not invited. As you instructed me, 
I have not spoken to the Blue People 
upon political matters." 

*'I know about the Martian's first 
visit, Fox said. **\Vhen was the sec- 
ond ? 

"Last night." 

"Then thev must still be here!" Fox 
exclaimed. He signed for Ambella to 
join them. "i\Iy brother tells me that 
my cousin, the Red One. is here," he 
said. I would like to see him, to give 
him my greetings." 
I A glint of relief shone in Ambella*s 
eyes, but was hidden almost immediately. 
"Most certainly, O White Father," he 
acfreed. bo win jr. *'I mvself will conduct 
you and your brothers to liis house 

Too late Fox realized that he had com- 
mitted a tactical blunder. To demand 
that Spors Rok be brought to him, would 
be a breach of diplomatic eticjuette that 
the Martian would be only too quick to 
resent ; while if the Terrestrians went to 
him, they would have to go unarmed, 
since it is considered an afTront for the 
leader of one colony to carry arms when 
making a supposedly friendly call upon 
the leader of another. But it was too 
late to back out now ; he would have to 
go through with the situation. 

"Very well," he said. "Take us to 
our Red Cousin." 

Ambella bowed, and conducted them 
through the double row of huts to a 
somewhat larger one standing a little 
apart from the others. "In here," he 
invited, standing aside for them to enter. 



»» 



Somewhat warily, the three Terres- 
trians crossed the flat threshold into tli€ 
hut's dim interior. In the uncertain 
light, they could see tht it was fur- 
nished with the brightly colored, woven 
mats and low. wooden table of the con- 
. ventional \'enusian guest house ; but 
save for themselves, it was unoccupied. 

Fox turned sharply upon Ambella.. 
"Where is my Red Cousin?" he de- 
manded. "T do not see him." 

Ambella smiled blandly. "I go to 
bring him," he replied, and withdrew, 
leaving two of his big warriors out^ide 

the hut. 

The three Terrestrians glanced at one 
another inquiringly, but none of them 
spoke. The situation was decidedly un- 
comfortable ; yet they had to admit that 



so far 



nothing 



had occurred which. 



under ordinary circumstances, might be 
looked on with suspicion. It was quite 
likely that Ambclla, in bringing them 
to this uninhabited guest house, had 
merelv done what he considered a more 
diplomatic thing than obliging them to 
go directly into the presence of the Mar- 
tian commander. 

Nearly twenty minutes passed ; then 
tjiree natives, carrying large covered 
trays, appeared in the doorway. 

"The Red One is delayed," the fore- 

**Meanv\hile. 



most of these explained. 
the Prince AmlK-lla sends his deep re- 
spect, and asks that you refresh yourself 
while you wait." 

He remc»ved the coverings from the 
trays, revealing dishes of raw lizards* 
^ggs, a boiled vegetable not unlike 
earthly cabbage, and an unsavory mess 
which the Vetutsians called inula, the 
content of which was a dark mystery 
to Terrestrians. There was also a jug 
of milk from the little three-horned cat- 
tle of Venus. 

"If the spalpeen is after poison in' 
us — " 0*Connell began when the three 
natives were gone ; but Fox [>ut the sug- 
gestion aside. 
. "I don't think we need fear anything 
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like that," he declared. **If he had any 
such intentions, he VI Iiave disposed of 
Adolf long ago. It's likeh'er that he, or 
rather Spots Rok, will try to force us 
into signing some agreement favorable 
to the Martians; or that they may hold 
us here as hostages until they get what 
they want. But even that would be 
highly dangerous, and Ambella knows 
It." 

They ate the boiled vegetables and 
drank the milk; but the lizards* eggs 
and JUida they discreetly buried in a hole 
which Schneider dug in the dirt floor 
with his clasp knife. Then they resigned 
themselves to await whatever w^as to 
come. 



AFTERNOON gave place to twi- 
light and twilight to dark; and still no 
one approached the hut. Through the 
open doorway, they could see lights mov- 
ing about the village; wliile sounds of 
excited voices told them that something 
momentuous was afoot ; but they had no 
way of telling what it might be. 

Suddenly a sound like the noise of a 
thousand rattlesnakes shaking their rat- 
tles arose from a point at the center of 
the village. Fox raised his hand for 
silence. 

*'The ceremonial rattles," he whis- 
pered. "Whatever they're up to, it's 
about to start." 

Tensely the three men sat listening 
while the weird rattle rose and fell in 
monotonous, rhythmic cadences. Pres- 
ently Schneider, who was a student of 
the Vehusian rattle language, spoke. 

"Ixiber Gott!" he gasped, forgetting 
in his excitement that he had not long 
ago declared himself an atheist. "That 
is the summons to sacrifice! I have 
heard it in the early days, when some 
of the Venusians were still cannibals." 

O'Connell half rose from the mat 
where he had been sitting. "Divil an' 
all !" he exclaimed. "I'll not be an Irish 
stew for any Venusian ! If we jump this 
lad outside the hut — " 



"Sit down," Fox commanded sharply. 
"If you do anything like that, you'll only 
precipitate matters. If we're to get out 
of this, it will have to be by use of our 
heads, not our fists." He turned to 
Schneider. "Are you sure about the 
rattles, Adolf?" he asked. 

"I only wish I wasn't !" Schneider an- 
swered fervently. "But there's some- 
thing strange about them," he added 
after a moment. "They are not telling 
the name of the god to whom the sacri- 
fice is to be made." 

**LaIu, probably," Fox muttered, 
"He's the tribal deity. But it's odd they 
should be assembling in the village, and 
not at the temple." 

An hour passed, during which the 
sound of the rattles continued uninter- 
rupted. Presently it w^as augmented by 
a low, ritualistic chanting that was even 
more ominous in its suggestion. Then 
the tempo of the two grew faster and 
faster, until it had become a very whirl- 
pool of sound. 

Fox and his two companions crouched 
in the darkness of the hut, awaiting they 
knew not what. They had abandoned 
all hope that the Venusians would not 
dare to put them to death, for they real- 
ized that in their present state of savage 
frenzy, the Blue People would act first 
and consider the consequences of their 
deed afterward. Although, there was 
a native oil lamp upon the table, the Ter- 
restrians had decided not to make a 
light; since that would render all 
their movements visible to a possible 
watcher from without, while it would 
make it impossible for them to see any- 
one who might approach the hut. 

Between them, they had formulated a 
course of action ; pitifully poor, but the 
best they could do under the circum- 
stances. When the guards came for 
them, they would go to the council circle 
without protest; then, while Fox at- 
tempted to engage their captors* atten- 
tion, Schneider and O'Connell were to 
make a dash for the plane, in the hope 
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tfiat one of them, at least, might be able himself at their feet. "I had many 

things to attend to, and so m}' small, 
weak mind forgot about the presence of 
the Great Ones.*' 



r T - Cj 

to reach it and bring the disintegrator 
gun into play. 



*'0f course if they bind us, we can 
do nothing," Fox had concluded. **But 
we can only hope that in view of their 
superior numbers and the fact that we 
are unarmed, they^ll not consider that 
necessary." 

*'Spors Rok is at the bottom of all 
this!" O'Connell exclaimed bitterly. 
*'But l don*t understand how he 
dares — ** 

"Spors is risking little or nothing/* 
Fox told him. **If they succeed in dis- 
posing of us, he will deny all knowledge 
of it ; while if any of us escape, hell in- 
sist that he was powerless to interfere. 
Amhella alone will be made to shoulder 
the blame." 

While they had been talking, the 
chanting of the Blue People had stopped, 
and the sound of the rattles had become 
more subdued. Suddenly a wild, high- 
pitched shriek of mortal terror split the 
air, only to be as quickly choked off! 

"By all the gods!** 0*Connell gasped. 
What was that?" 

The three sprang to their feet and 
stood waiting, suspecting that the mo- 
ment of climax had been reached. But 
nothing happened. Only occasional 
sounds from the center of the village, 
combined with the faint glow of the fire 
that filtered between the huts, told that 
tlie council was still in progress. 

SLOWLY the long hours of the night 
drew to a close, and the false dawn of 
Venus began to paint the sky with broad 
bands of amethyst and rose : and still no 
one came. Then, just as the true dawn 
was announcing the appearance of the 
sfW! above the horizon, a somewhat 
bleary-eyed Ambella presented himself 
at the door of the hut. He was alone. 

"May my White Father and his 
brothers forgive me!*' he exclaimed, and 
to their immense surprise, prostrated 



ii. 



Fox did not contradict him. "Am- 
bella, I am still waiting to see my Red 
Cousin," he reminded with a meaning 
look at the chief, 

Ambela rose, but did not meet Fox's 
eyes. "The Red One and his com- 
panions are no longer here," he mum- 
bled. "They . , , they have gone 
away." 

t 

"That," said Fox, "I cannot believe; 




for if they had gone, I would have heard 
the sound of their wagon that flics." 

Ambella's glance shifted from one cor- 
ner of the hut to another, as if seeking 
a way out of some difficulty. "They did 
not go that way," he managed finally. 
"And now if my White Fatlier, who is 
the sun and the stars and the cool winds 
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that blow at early morning, will do nie 
tlir great honor to come with his two 

* 

brothers to my house, we will have 
breakfast.'* 

Fox nodded. **I think it's all right," 
he said in English in reply to ScHneider's 
questioning glance. **lf they wanted to 
kill us, they would liavc done it last 
night. Fve a feeling that well find out 
what all the trouble was about once we 
have brokni bread with him. You 
know the customs here." 

They allowed themselves to be led to 
the chief's house, where a breakfast of 
milk, fruit, and, oddly enough, American 
pretzels was served by two uneasy-look- 
in jr Venusians. When it had been eaten 



blush stained his cheeks 



tt 



s cnceKs, "we even 



turned away from you ; for the Red One 
said that we must do this, and we be- 
lieved that he was God." 

"Well, Tm a son of a flying lizard !" 
O'Connell burst out with indignation. 
"So that was his game! The dirty so- 
and-so !" 

"But all that is changed now," Am- 
bella hastened on ; "for then came to us 
he of the Tliree Eyebrows, who opened 
our eyes to all our ignorance and wicked-^ 



ness. 
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"Ale?" Schneider asked in surprise. 
"But I never spoke of the Martians to 
you, Ambella." 

"No,** Ambella agreed ; **but you told 



and the wooden dishes removed, Fox ^g that there was no <rod that we could 
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spoke. 

"Xow. Amholla,*' he began, "there are 
some questions that I must ask you. 
First of all, v;hat has become of my Red 

Cousin?" 

Ambella shifted uneasily upon his mat. 
My .White Father has eaten with me 
at my table," he said insinuatingly, "He 
is not angry with me? 

"I am your White' Father ; I am never 

angry with my children unjustly,** 
compromised. "Now tell me, where is 
Spors T\ok? 

For the first time that morning, Am- 
brlla's eyes met the Terrestrians. "O 
White Father Who Knows All,** he 
began, **I have a confession to make. 

Nearly a hundred suns ago, Spors Rok 
came to us and told us that he and his 
people were gods, and must be wor- 
shiped, lie made us tin'nk that this was 
so by destroying our old god, Lain, with 

tlic litlle-sllck-lhat-makes-good-by-for- 
ever. 



sec or touch, hut only a thing which was 
called natural law. 

"And natural law could not be broken 
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or destroyed in any way whatever. 

"So you ^couldn't keep your ugly 
mouth shut about your godlessness, 
O^Connell remarked sourly to Schneider, 
"even after lueself and the comuiander 
had warned ye.*' 

"Never mind, Pat,*' Fox cut in. "Tt 
seems to have good results in this case. 
He turned back to the Venusian chief. 
"And so you told Spors that you no 
longer believed in his godship?" he 
queried. 

"Oh, no!" Ambella looked shocked. 
"To have told him that he spoke words 
which were not true, would have been 
impolite. But we proved to him thai he 
was mistaken. 

"But how, man ?*' Fox was growing 
impatient. "Get on with your story. 



*f 



%* 



"It was quite simple, O my Father. 
It is well known that a god cannot die 
*'Tlien I and my people, in our fool- or be destroyed. And so,** Ambella 

ish ignorance, began to worship him and paused, and passed the tip of his tongue 
his people, and let them take away the over his lips, with the air of the cat that 
little stones that see in the night. And 



White Father,'* here he had the grace 



has just swallowed the canary, *'vve . 
we tried and found they could be 



to lower his eyes, while a deep cerulean killed 
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